BRIEF  ESSAYS

to accuse himself thus: **My indolence since my
last reception of the Sacrament has sunk into grosser
sluggishness, and my dissipation spread into wider
negligence. My thoughts have been clouded with
sensuality, and, except that from the beginning of
this year 1 have in some measure forborne excess of
strong drink, my appetites have predominated over
my reason* A kind of strange oblivion has over-
spread me, BO that I know not what has become
of the last year,1* etc. This earthiness, these frail-
ties of Johnson through which his pious hopes and
resolutions whine HO clearly, is a touch of nature
which makes him kin to all the world. Carlyle
does not touch us in just this way, because his ills
are more imaginary and his language more exag-
gerated, What takes one in Oarlyle is the courage
and helpfulness that underlie his despair, the hu-
mility that underlies his arrogance, the love and
sympathy that lie back of his violent objurgations
and in a way prompt them. He was a man of sor-
row* and felt the ** burthen and the mystery of all
this unintelligible world" as Johnson never felt it,
nor ever could feel it.

Again, Johnson owed much more to his times
than Carlyle did to his. Both his religion and his
polities were the religion and the politics of his age
and country, and they were like ready-made high-
way* along which his mind and soul traveled. In
comparison* Carlyle was adrift iu the wilderness.
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